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tante in a fashionable crowd. They stop talking to look at her,
admiring her dress, her jewels, and her strangely attractive self.
Some of the younger ones at the back stand on their chairs to see.

The Host and Hostess come in from the staircase and mingle
with their guests. Higgins, gloomy and contemptuous of the
whole business, comes into the group where they are chatting.

HOSTESS. Ah, here is Professor Higgins: he will tell us. Tell us
all about the wonderful young lady, Professor.

HIGGINS [almost morosely] What wonderful young lady?

HOSTESS. You know very well. They tell me there has been
nothing like her in London since people stood on their chairs to
look at Mrs Langtry.

Nepommuck joins the group^full of news.

HOSTESS. Ah, here you are at last, Nepommuck. Have you
found out all about the Doolittle lady?

NEPOMMUCK. I have found out all about her. She is a fraud.

HOSTESS. A fraud! Oh no.

NEPOMMUCK. YES, yes. She cannot deceive me. Her name
cannot be Doolittle.

HIGGINS. Why?

NEPOMMUCK. Because Doolittle is an English name. And she is
not English.

HOSTESS. Oh, nonsense! She speaks English perfectly.

NEPOMMUCK. Too perfectly. Can you shew me any English
woman who speaks English as it should be spoken? Only
foreigners who have been taught to speak it speak it well.

HOSTESS. Certainly she terrified me by the way she said How
d'ye do. I had a schoolmistress who talked like that; and I was
mortally afraid of her. But if she is not English what is she?

NEPOMMUCK. Hungarian.

ALL THE REST. Hungarian!

NEPOMMUCK. Hungarian. And of royal blood. I am Hungarian.
My blood is royal.

HIGGINS. Did you speak to her in Hungarian?

NEPOMMUCK. I did. She was very clever. She said "Please
speak to me in English: I do not understand French." French!
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